off the most searing pain of my young life. According
to one of his German biographers, Moliere, the death-
less master of all comedy-writers, "sometimes put his
own painful experiences in a comic light... his laughter
is the laughter of a skeptic staggering under repeated
blows of fate, who keeps putting on a comic show for
others, and putting down his thoughts in comic plays."
That's how people laughed at the plays of Moliere's
unworthy pupil, myself.

NURSE

I saw the play.

MAN

Well?

NURSE

I laughed too. Oh, how I laughed!

MAN

In that case I don't mind if people did misunderstand
it. I'm glad they did. If you had such a good laugh, dear.

NURSE

Thank you for saying that, I have no greater pleasure
than a kind word from you.

They fall silent. The man shuts his eyes, and falls asleep
from the morphine injection he has just had. The nurse
goes over to him, smooths his blanket, and looks for a time
at the face with the closed eyes, and then bends over, and
as tenderly as if she wex*e kissing him with her hand,
strokes the man's hair. She resumes her seat, and watches
the sleeping man. She does not take her eyes off him. In
the deep silence the small side door opens, A maid appears
on the threshold and whispers to the nurse that the clerk
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